"A"                                                   INDIAN
Such things must not be thought of. ... We
both knew that the next afternoon we should be
here, in Bombay.
After dinner Mary went to bed and, strangely
enough, slept; but after midnight she would sleep
no more. She said that she had seen a face at the
mosquito netting of the window. It was unthinkable
that we should close the glass window also; and the
mosquito wire was, she said, an insufficient pro-
tection; so we sat up and talked and drank six silly
little bottles of soda-water, till at dawn we were like
a pair of nervous captive balloons jerking in the
wind.
During the night I thought of the face she had
seen or imagined at our window, the face of any
Indian, of every Indian, the face of India, looking
in at a pregnant white woman, with a race hatred
more potent than any individual spite. . . . No
wonder we were running away.
A woman must be strangely insensitive who will
have her baby born in India, surrounded by so much
malevolence and loathing, to be born a child of the
barbarian, foreign, ruling caste.
In two days* time we shall be on the high seas,
in less than a month we shall be in Naples. We shall
stay at the Santa Lucia, I suppose. . . . We shall
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